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We parted, and I made my way back to the hotel in
which I had finally found lodging after fruitless efforts to
locate a flat or a bungalow at a rental within the bounds of
reason.
Both of my old friends had treated the subject somewhat
light-heartedly; but there is very little reason to under-
estimate the handicaps which may arise to endanger India's
future from such apparently trivial causes.
The masses and the middle-classes of the new India are
all in favour of any measures which help to freeze out
the foreigner. Only a few of those at the top of the
social and political trees realise that for a good many years
to come, India is going to have real need for experts
and technicians of various kinds. They will have to be
from the United Kingdom or some other part of the
Western world.
As matters stand at the moment, the recruitment of new
members for the corps f elite to hold key posts in India is
going to be extremely difficult In the old days there were
compensations for service in India for adventurous young-
sters or for older experienced men. Pay was relatively high
compared with standard rates at home ; and with the
general level of Indian wages low, the engineer or doctor,
the administrator or lawyer, the diplomat or businessman,
was able to live at a standard which compensated for a
climate that took a heavy toll of vitality, and for the diseases
it was virtually impossible to escape.
Not the least of the attractions for living in India was the
highly artificial and somewhat hectic social life. Never have
I seen men and women work so hard at enjoying themselves
as they used to do at the clubs and hotels all over India in
the years before independence. But that glamour is fading
fast. The last bubbles are winking into extinction on the
surface of the champagne. All that will remain will be a
rather dull white wine, or rather, at the present rate of
progress, a flat ginger ale.